THE   FRIEND   AT   RICHMOND
Lane, then, in those days, was a frequent visitor at
our house, I can see him now as plainly as if it had
been yesterday—alert, well-groomed, debonair, his eyes,
a fleur de tete^ with a twinkle in them, his hair well
brushed, his auburn-sandy beard neatly trimmed to a
point, looking rather like Sir Thomas Browne, and then,
as always, eloquent of old books, old pictures, old china
and old friends.
On his visits to us, Lane used often to make mention
of a friend at Richmond, a collector and bibliophile, at
whose house he was a constant visitor. Curiously
enough, though I must have heard it times without
number, the name of Lane's hospitable friend had
completely escaped me. I was reminded of it the
other day when I learnt that the Bodley Head was
about to publish a book by a lady whose name was
Hodgkin—Florence Hodgkin. Then it flashed upon
me that here was the name for which I had been vainly
ransacking my memory. But that is not the whole, or
even the chief part, of the matter. The sequel is more
remarkable, as will appear from the following letter
from Mrs. Hodgkin herself.
'When Mr. Stuart Menzies' letter came telling me
your firm were considering the book, and I told my
husband, he exclaimed, "John Lane? Why, for ten
years John Lane used to come out to Richmond every
Sunday to lunch, and spent the afternoon in the library,
going over the collections. Every Thursday he arrived
after dinner with whatever he had found, and was shown
straight into the Library. Sundays and Thursdays were
known as 'John Lane's days' all through my boyhood.
He was then a clerk in a Railway Clearing House. At
that time my father was specialising in the Pepys things
(now at Cambridge), and amassing rare books and
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